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There had been no time to change Into uniform after
the day's walk. And now as I walked back after a
late dinner with some friends to the flat I shared with
Myers, I was mildly hoping I would not meet the
Provost Marshal, when I observed a civilian leaning
over the side of the little bridge which spans the
Barrada. I noticed him because for a moment I
thought he was going to throw himself into the water,
and it occurred to me that since the Barrada is only a
few feet deep at that point he could be extricated easily.
However, as I walked closer to the bridge I saw that
he was looking not at the water but towards the gharry
horses on the other side where drivers waited for stray
fares. As I crossed the bridge he greeted me in Arabic.

" Good evening."

" Good evening to you/'

" You speak Arabic? "

"No.   Only a little."   I began to move away.

'' Are you an officer ? '' From his black suit and tie
I guessed he was an Arab waiter from the hotel.

"Yes."

" Do you speak French ? "

"Yes."

" Why did you stop when you saw me standing on
the bridge?" He spoke French with only a slight
accent,

" How did you know I stopped ? "

" I was listening to your footsteps."

"I just thought of something, that's all," I said
evasively. He turned round and stared at my face.